REMINISCENCES

I saw seYeral times in London during my first yisit or
two; and I was much impressed, as almost everybody
was, by the somewhat melancholy beauty of his intel-
lectual face.

One impression I brought away with me from my
first holiday in London, and it lingers in my memory
still as an odd and very distinct reminiscence. About
that time there was a sort of mania in London among
what we should now call smart young men in the West
End, for the smoking of short clay pipes. I do not
merely mean the use of these clay pipes in the smoking
rooms of clubs or private houses; but the open, un-
abashed, and deliberate use of them in the public streets.
It was for the moment thought quite the right sort of
thing for a man of fashion to appear in the broad day
with a clay pipe in his mouth. Many a young man
strove to pass off on the public as a youth of fashion by
the simple artifice of carrying a short clay pipe stuck in
his mouth as he sauntered along Regent Street or drove
in a patent safety cab down Piccadilly. I am not cer-
tain but that, after the great public buildings and the
famous places pictured in history and illumined in
romance, the one thing in London which most impressed
my youthful and provincial mind was this adoption of
the short clay pipe as an emblem of fashion. The whim,
no doubt, soon passed away; and it has not, so far as I
know, come up into social existence again; but it was
one of the peculiar humours of that time, and I remem-
ber that on returning to my home I found it hard to
make simple folks believe that my account of the clay
pipe in the West End of London was not one of the
travellers' tales which home-keeping provincials feel
bound to detect and to resent.

I have said that I had two purposes in view when I
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